THE HAND OF 
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RUN,RUN/W* CAN WAIT/ 
YVt VE WAITED YEARS... AND 
SOON YOU MUST STOP TO 

REST. .. SOON WE WILL GET 
REVENGE FOR YOUR BETRAYING 
US INTO DEATH/ 



kir. 
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THE AMAZING NEW MENSTRUAL SHIELD THAT GIVES 
SURE, SAFE PROTECTION DIFFERENTLY 



Ye*, here It is— look at (he illustration and see at once why G>mfo-Gard 
is different. Comfo-Card looks like and is an abbreviated pantie — except 
Corafo-Card is especially cut to hug the body contours. Comfo-Card is 

made o( finest fabric and elastic materials and is lined with sheerest. 

softest rubber to make it liquid repellent. 






NO PINS - NO HOOKS 

CtntHrg H .Ihnj j.fl^ji-. i-#>yfci "Fl-T"7 > *'r""fr» MseTT&c tap" 
kin securely without pint or hook*. You'll e»jdy this extra freedom 
fnj«n annoyance*. 

ELIMINATES CHAFING 

Comfo-Gard's wide crotch keeps the pad flat and smooth all the time. 
The elastic band hugs the hips, thus eliminating one of the most 
common causes of chafing. 

NO TILL ULE IUMPS 

Comfo-Gard's special form-fit design completely does away with telltale 
bump*. 

NO STAINS -NO OVEIFLOW 

The *pecial sheer solt rubber lining makes soiling or overflowing impos- 
sible. For the first lime you'll really feel safe. 

LONG lift- WASHES IN » JITFY 

Comfo-Card will give years of good service. Washes in a jiffy and dries 
almost instantly. Try Comlo-Cards today. 



TW CCMF(J;6«0S 
60 DAYS FREE . . . 
SEND NO MONET 

Here is our offer: — fill 
out the coupon below and 
mail in the pnsiage-free 
envelope. Well rush 
Comfo-Cards to you in 
IB unmarked package. 
Take 60 days to decide 
whether you wish to keep 
Comfo-Card*. If nut * 
full refund of the 
purchase price will be 
made immediately. 






| MALKN MFC. CO. 
20 Create Si. 
New York. N.Y. 
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USE COMFO CARDS AS I 
PANTIES OTHER TIMES ! 



Jl, j— ru-h two •!) ' omfo t.snl. in a plain parkage. 
I will pay pu-imsn only II .W plo» po-ia*r. II not -atu- 
fir.ijfi.-r M •!•» I may rnuro ihr Comfo-tiaruV far a 
fall n-fun.l of llir puri-lu-r price. 

My «ai*t siae is ■ " ■ 



Only C-mfo-Cards can be J Nam*. 
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the pad and Comlo '.jni- ■ 

become comfortalile ahbrev. ■ 
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m^^FAL L THE PROFESSIONS IN THE WORLD, ALBERT TORRANCE. . . YOURS IS THE LOWEST, THE HOST 
^y DESPICABLE OF ALL.' TO BE A BRAVE-ROBBER, A MAN MUST BE WITHOUT CONSCIENCE, WITHOUT 
MORALS, WITHOUT DECENCY/ THAT DESCRIPTION FITS YOU PERFECTLY, DOESN'T IT, ALBERT!' BECAUSE 
YOUARE A SCAVENGER OF THE DEAD. ..A GHOUL OF THE GRAVEYARDS/ YOU ARE. . . 



YEAH... SURE I ROB THE DEAD/ WHY 
NOT? THEY AIN'T GOT NO USE FOR THE Ll'L 
TRINKETS I TAKE OFF "EM/ BUT I HAVE.. .AN" 
THE DEAD ARE GONNA MAKE ME RICH SOME 
OAY — SO RICH I WON'T EVEN LOOK AT JUNK 
LIKE GOLD AND DIAMONDS.' 



I 









-i : ■ 'i 
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[fbu HAVE NO RESPECT FOR THE DEAD, DO YOU, ALBERTnl At LAST IT'S OPEN/ HOLLOW EYES STARE AT YOU OUTj 
\tOU THINK ONLY CF ONE THING AS YOUR CALLOUSED g> I OF A BLEACHED SKULL AS IF SHOCKED At YOUftBLAS- 



(HANOS CLAW A T THE LID OF THE CASKET YOU HAVE 

"*" :' ? DUG UP. - 



a 



MAYBE THIS IS THE BIG 
STRIKE/MAYBE THIS . 
COFFIN IS LOADED WITH 
FAMILY JEWELS.' 



PHEMYOF THE DEAD. . . 

BLAST THE ROTTEN LUCK/ NO LOOT " 
IN THIS BOX/ NOTHIN' BUT THE GOLD 
FILLIN'IN THE SKELETON'S TEETH/ . 



Sure you take the cold fill ings out of the skull's 
jaws, albert? after all, you've got a reputation to 
live up to. . .no conscfence, no morals, no decency. heh, 

ALBERT?, 




7 



I BETTER GET BACK TO MY 
SHACK NOW/ THE SUN'S STARTIN* 

TO COME UP...AN'lDON'T 
WANNA GET CAUGHT AROUND HERE. 



After a hard nigh t"s work you like to 
relax in you shack, don't you, albert? and 
you relax by drooling oyer your treasures 
from the tombs... 



BUT ITAINTENOUGH...NOTFORTEN YEARS OF DI06IN' 
IT AIN'T/ I WANNA STRIKE IT RICH BEFORE I RETIRE.. . 
A CASKET LOADED WITH FAMILY JEWELS/ ANO I WILL.ONE 
OF THESE NIGHTS. . . I WILL/ 




Another night. . . another 
grave, huh, albert? your spade 
stabs into the soft cemetery 
soil and with every shovelful 
you try to imagine what treas- 
ure lies buried in the casket 

BELOW. . . 



Your thoughts are mental 
shots of morphine and theyforct 
you to dig with * frenzy spawned 
only of greed... 



AH-H/ I'VE HIT THE CASKET/ THIS 
MUST 'A BEEN A FRESH GRAVE AN' 
HE DIGGIN' WAS EASY/ 




BuTSUDDENL Y SOMETHING 
UNUSUAL HAPPENS, DOESN'T IT, 
ALBERT? VERY UNUSUAL . . . 



HELP/ THE CASKET AN' THE 
GRAVE CAVED IN/ I— I'M 
FALLING. . . H- 




Yes, albert. . .you're 
falling, twisting, 
spinning. . . down . . down 
. . . down/ but all your 
yelling and pleading 
wont help you /down . 

DOWN , YOU 60,ALBEItT. . . 






/# w 

■ ■ 



\Okay, 



YOU CAN OPEN YOUR EYES NOW. ALBERT. . . AND CUT OUT THAT 
SCREAMING/ YOU'VE STOPPED FALLING. . . 



YEAH/ 1-1 HAVE/ 
BUT WHERE AM I? AN" 
WHO ARE THESE 
CHARACTERS WALKING 

AROUND HERE ? 






#;••« 
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r 
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You're puzzled and frightened, 
aren't you, albert? but why? they 
aren't bothering you. . .they're not 
even looking a t you. . . so why be 

SCARED ? 




CReeo drops rou to rou* tenets f 

YOU GRAB AND CLAW AT THE GEMS. . , 
YOU LET THE COOL GOLD METAL ANO 
SPARKLING STONES RUN THRU TOUR 
FINGERS. . . 

flT'S REAL/ REAL GOLD, DIAMONDS AND 
| EMERALDS' AN' IT'S ALL LAYIN' AROUND 
MERE LIKE TRASH/ THEM CREEPS MUST 
|8E CRAZY. . .THEY DON'T SEEM TO CARE 
L ABOUT THIS STUffATALL . 



* fir' 3> 



r HEY,YOU/ 
CAN I HAVE 
A FEW OF 

, THESE? 



TAKE ALL YOU 
OE SIRE. 'WE 
HAVE NO USE 
FOR THEM. 




He doesn't have to tell rou rwrce, 

HUH, ALBeRT? rOU STUFF TOUR 
RocxerswTH SO MUCH of that loot 
rou CAN hardly Move. . 




NOW I GOTTA GET OUTTA HERE. - AN' 
THEM CHARACTERS OUGHTTA KNOW 
HOW TO BLOW THIS JOINT. I'LL ASK 







[yes.thereisawAy 
i out. . .the same way 
i you came in/ 




YOU MEAN I GOTTA CLIMB 
UP THAT SLIMY HOLE I 
FELL THRU? 



GRAVES ARE THE ONLY 
ENTRANCES. . . ANO THE ONLY | 
EXITS/ BUT WHY LEAVE? 
YOU'LL BE BACK. ..EVERY- 
ONE COMES HERE... 
SOONER OR LATERE 



NOT THIS BABY/ ONCE 
I SCRAM OUTTA HERE 
I'M STAY! N' OUT. AN" 
NOTHIN' CAN MAKE MEj 
.COME BACK/ 




•i 

I 



ALONG 
THE BOTTOM, 

ALBERT? BUT TOU CHS YOUR\ i 
FINGERS INTO THE SUMY 
WALLS AND START. . 



SUPANOSLDC.. 

YOU CLING TO THE 
MUDDY SIDES LIKE A 
LIZARD. . . 



t Eye ry pore bl eeds ^-vf 1 {And a thousand 



WITH SWEAT EVERY 
OF PROGRESS IS TORTURE.. 
BUT YOU WON'T GIVE UP. . 



\ [AGONIES LATER, YOU SEE 
' ' THE NIGHT. . . THE STARS. . . 




Wn€ N YOU CSV BACK TO YOUR SMACK YOU'RE 
I SO EXCITED YOU CANT SLEEP, CAN YOU, 
\ ALBERT? SO YOU SPEND THE NIGHT COUNTING, 
SORTING, ADMIRING 



You're the first customer at th€ jewel broker, and 
ashes ticks the loupe into his eye and examines your 
jewelry you seem look op amazement and shock on 

his pale face . . . 



YEAH. AW AS SOON 
LIGHT OUT AN' THE 
...I'M GONNA SELL 



hip - 



(AS IT GETS *» 
STORES OPEN J ^ 
THIS STUFF. rS M 


W AMAZINGLY FINE PIECES.. 

K ALL OF THESE BRACELETS, 

RINGS AND NECKLACES. 

B WHERE '0 YOU ACQUIRE THE 


H?A 


'1 


NONE OFYOUR8LASTE0 
BUSINESS' DO YOU 
WANNA BUY THEM OR 

DONT youPthere ARE 
L. OTHER BROKERS . 




tjL''1fci 


1 


IN THIS TOWN, g4 
YA KNOW. *^| 


*nl 


W'-J^Bf-la] 


\ 
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THAT LAST CRACK OF 
MINE MAOEHIM QUIT STALLIN'... 
AN' HE GAVE ME A GOOD PRICE 

FOR "EM/ HA/ LOOK AT THE 
GREEN STUFF/ I'M RICH... RICH 



Yep, you're all set now, aren't you.albert? you're 
rolling in dough/ new clothes, good food, girls 
everything you never had/ 'you're really living now 




THAT'S A LIE/ , 


, THEN WHERE'O^ 


THIS IS A FRAME- 


' YOU GET IT. . . J 


UP/I DIDN'T J 


WIN TON A ■ 


STEALTHAT 


PINBALL 


JEWELRY/ M 


l MACHINE? AM 



Go AHEAD, ALBERT. . TELL THEM? 
TELL THEM THE TRUTH/ THEY'LL 
THINK YOU'RE CRAZY. . .BUT THAT'S 
BETTER THAN GOING TO JAIL FOR 
ROBBERY. . . 




YOU 8E6 AND mil PLEAD . BUT IT'S A WASTE OF 
BREA TH, ALBERT/ THE TOMBSTONES ARE STACKED 
A6A/NST YOU, BUT THERE'S STILL A CHANCE ...A 
LAST CHANCE/MAYBE THE JURY AT YOUR TRIAL WILL 
BELIEVE YOUR FANTASTIC STORY. . . 



/we, the jury, find 
{ albert torrance, 
v guilty of murder 

^•y as charged/ 



GENTLEMEN OF THE JURY. 
HAVE YOU REACHED A VERDI 




\ThAT MONTH IN THE DEATH , You KEEP SAYING THA T 

\ house was murder ; 



f WASN'T IT, ALDERTfYOllXE 
ALMOST GLAD TO BE WALK-' 
■>ING THE LAST Hilt 

Toot it from 
the grave/. 



i ACL THE WAY TO THE 
'CHAIR . , . AND EVEN AS 
THEY STRAP AND CAP YOU. 



I GOT IT 
FROM 
. THE GRAVE/, 



YoU SAY IT FOR THELAST 

TIME AS A SWITCH IS 

PULLED ANO 4, OOO VOLTS 

OF HADES BURN YOUR 

INSIOES . 



{7hen7wo MORE ML TS, 
' ALBERT. ..AND YOU'LL 
NEVER ROB THE DEAD 
A6AJN- 



I. ..I GOT IT- — 

ow-w-w — 

FROM THE- 
THE GRAVE.' 







This is one time, albert, that some - 
■body else dug a grave fob you. .. 



3uT SUDDENLY, YOU'RE NOT IN THE CASKET ANYMORE, ARE lTX/< 

ALB E RTF 



I— I CAN'T BEOEAD' LOOK AT ME. 
t'M WALKIN'/ I'M hot in a coffin' 
AN'THIS PLACE... I RECOGNIZE IT.' 
I'VE BEEN HERE BEFORE' 




f SuRE YOU HAVE, ALBERT/LOOK OVER THERE. . 
REMEMBER THAT PILE OF JEWELRY/REMEMBER HOW 
YOU HELPED YOURSELF TO ALL YOU COULD CARRY? 

~i _: i> — -^? — r-~ K **— — f*-~— h- 



SURE.,1 REMEMBER' BUT 
FUNNY... I AIN'T INTERESTED 
IN THAT STUFF ANYMORE. 





THAT IS WHERE THE 

SPIRITS CAST THEIR 

WOftOLY TRINKETS 

WHEN THEY COME 

TO THIS LAND 

BEYOND LIFE/ 




And now you know why you aren't interested 
in the gold amd diamonds anymore, don t you^ 

ALBERT? 

'YE AH... WHAT GOOD 
ARE GOLD AND Dm MOW 
. TO A GHOST/ 



THEENO 



AHaiidof 



The 'affair of the black hose" was a true case of the 
supernatural that took place in england when knights 
were bold and feuds common among noble families. 
a long-standing feud had just come to an end when a 
clan capitulated to a powerful blood enemy. the 
defeat ended the reign of the famil y of the 
'black rose" 




SlR WILLIAM 
HAD THE GROUNDS 
COVERED WITH 
GRAVEL AND 
THE BLACK ROSE 
DESTROYED TO 
PREVENT THE 
CURSE FROM 
COMING TRUE. 
*i THE THE 
CURSE WAS 
FORGOTTEN 
BUT CENTURIES 
LATER, AN 
ANCESTOR OF 
SIR WILLIAM 
BECAME HEIR 
TO THE 
CASTLE . , . 



That night, sir William's descendant was awakened by a horrible 
sight coming through, his bedroom window 




The screams brought 
servants to the bedroom 
where they found 
their master with 
the sinewy tentacles 
of the black rose 
wrapped around him. 
the sharp thorns 
had pierced his 
body like a 
thousand knives/ 
the rose itself 
had become a 
mass of withered 
petals, its task of 
centuries-old curse 
completed. 




The CASE OF PHILIP SPAfHE, EXECUTIONER AT THE 
STATE PRISON DEATH HOUSE. . . 



DIE. YOU ROTTEN MURDERER . . . 
DIE/ I'M GLAD I'M THE ONE WHO'S 
SENOING THE JUICE THROUGH 
THAT VICIOUS BRAIN OF YOURS/ 




After the electricity hao take* its toll . 



IT TOOK THREE SHOTS TO KILL 
THAT Mas ' HE MUST HAVE 

SUFFERED AGONIES/ CAN'T 
YOU RAISE THE VOLTAGE, 
SPAYNE. SO CONDEMNED MEN 
WILL OIE AT THE FIRST 




BEHOLD, MOW 
UTTLE THINGS 
AFFECT THE DES- 
TINIES OF MEN/ 




IF PHILIP SPAYNE HAD NOT BEEN SO ABSORBED IN HIS 
THOUGHTS, HE WOULD NOT HAVE ABSENT-MINDEDLY 
CONNECTED SOME WIRES IN AN UNUSUAL WAY. 




WHA---M MUST'VE DONE SOMETHING WRONG/ 
THE CURRENT SHOULDN'T HAVE JUMPED AN ARC, 
LIKE THAT/ 




1-1 CAN'T BELIEVE IT/ THERE SEEMS TO BE A STRANGE NEW 
WORLD ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THOSE ARCS/ AND GREAT 
SCOTT.. / THERE'S THAT CRIMINAL I ELECTROCUTED AN HOUR 
AGO-- -FOLLOWED BY A GANG OF OTHER EXECUTED KILLERS/ 




YOU ELECTROCUTED ME.' 
NOW I GET MY REVENGE 
BY EXECUTING YOU/ 





YOU'LL NEVER GET ME, YOU FIEND.' AAHH/ THAT WRENCH 

WENT RIGHT THROUGH 
NOTHING YOU CAN DO WILL 
STOP ME.' BUT THIS LENGTH 
OF WIRE WILL FINISH YOU.. 
WHEN I WRAP IT AROUND 
YOUR NECK.' 






THEY'VE DISAPPEARED' BUT MOW I KNOW 
HOW TO 6ET RID OF THEM — BY TURNING 
THE CURRENT OFF/ SO I'LL JUST TURN 
IT ON AGAIN AND TRY 
TO FIND OUT WHAT 
THIS IS ALL ABOUT' 




IT IS DANGEROUS 
TO DELVE INTO SUCH 
SECRETS... NOT 
BECAUSE YOU ARE 
EVIL, BUT BECAUSE 

YOU ARE SO 
FANATICAL ABOUT 
YOUR OWN I0EAS 
OF RJGHTEOUSNESS/ 



IF YOU'RE 
TRYING TO STOP 
ME, YOU MUST 
BE A CREATURE 
OF EVIL' I DON'T 
TAKE ADVICE 
FROM THE 
LIKES OF YOU/ 




A*QSPAfU£ rstftw me 

SWITCH . . 



'AH, THE CURRENT JUMPEO 
THE ARCS AGAIN BUT THERE'S 
A BATTLE GOING ON IN THAT 
WEIRO WORLD NOW/ 





I'VE GOT TO FIGHT EVIL, NO MATTER WHERE 
IT TAKES PLACE/ BUT TH05E HIGH- VOLTAGE 
ARCS MUSTN'T TOUCH MY BODY, OR I'LL 
SE ELECTROCUTED INSTANTLY.' 





Philip spatne 
o/o not stop 
to explore 
The strange 

WORLD HE 
FOUND HIMSELF 
IN DRVEN BY 
HATRED OF ALL 
THINGS EVIL, 
HE PICKED UP 
A CLUB AND 
RUSHED INTO 
THE FRAY. . . 




THIS IS THE WORLOOF THE DEAD.' THE LIVING APPEAR AS 
GHOSTS HERE. ..JUST AS WE DEAD APPEAR AS SPIRITS 
IN YOUR WORLO.'ORDINARILY, THE TWO WORLDS ARE ON 
DIFFERENT LEVELS, BUT SOMETHING APPARENTLY 
HAPPENED TO BRING THE TWO LEVELS INTO ALIGNMENT . 





\.j) (l CAN EXPLAINS. 
^^^THAT. MY FRIEND-j 




...SO NOW THE 
LIVING AND THE 
DEAD CAN ENTER 
EACH OTHER'S 
WORLD BY STEPPING 
BETWEEN THOS 
FLAMING ARCS' 






Philip sfatne 
could not be 
reasoned with/ he 
searched until me 
found the he ao- 
ouarters of the 
criminals in the 
world of the dead. . 



DON'T BE AFRAID.' I WON'T HARM 
VOU— IF YOU DO AS I SAY' COME 

BACK TO THE WORLD OF THE 
LIVING WITH ME. . . AND KILL ALL 

THOSE THAT SHOULD DIE' ■_■■ 



F YOU DON'T OBEY ME. I'LL TURN 
OFF THE CURRENT WHILE YOU'RE IN 
THE WORLD OF THE UVING . . 
AND YOU'LL DISINTEGRATE LIKE 
THE GHOSTS WHO TRIED TO KILL 
ME BEFORCf 



SURE-SURE WE"ll 

00 ANYTHING 
YOU SAY. . .BOSS/ 





A NO SO THE GHOSTLY HORDE SPREAD 
THOUGH THE WORLD OH ITS MISSION OF 
MURDER, OBEYING THE ORDERS OF A 
FANATK WHOSE METHODS WERE THOSE 
Of THE VERY CRIMINALS AND DICTATORS 
HE WANTED TO DESTROY / 





In the 

WORLD Of 
THE DEAD 

SPAYNE WAS 
TO HAVE 

ANOTHER 
CHANCE TO 
SAVE HIMSELF 
BY HEEDING 
THE CALL Of 
HIS HEART. . . 



Spayne 

THEM 
TOLD 
THE 

eiRL 

HOW HE 

ms 

flGHTINO 
EVIL 
IN THE 
WORLD 
OF TH£ 
LIVING... 
AND 
SHE 
■ DREW 
AWAY 
IN 
HORROR 



BUT YOU —YOU'RE SETTIN6 YOURSELF UP AS 
PROSECUTOR, JUDGE AND EXECUTIONER OF THE 
WHOLE HUMAN RACE/ AND THAT'S EVIL/ AT 
LEAST HERE WE'RE FIGHTING MEN WHO'VE 
BEEN LEGALLY CONVICTED AND 
EXECUTED FOR THEIR JM-Br - *" YOU'RE 
CRIMES / ^^^^^ AGAINST ME 

TOO ' BUT EVEN 
THAT WON'T STOPME/i 




-^ y^*! 


yks^j 








ft/ 1 IjJ 


f/ I MUST 

Estop him 

T AT ANY 

L COST/.* 


\ 


>A»^I 


M 
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T^r^s^s 
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WmEN PHt UP SPAYNE RETURNED 
Wl TH ANEW BAND OP GHOS TUT 
RECRUITS. . . 



HERE'S A LIST OF MORE PEOPLE 
I WANT KILLED/ I'VE RUN OUT OF 
KNOWN CRIMINALS AND DICTATORS, 
SO MERE'S A LIST OF PEOPLE WHO 
MIGHT GO BAD/ THE WORLD WILL 
BE BETTER OFF WITHOUT THEM/ 



I 




After the shostsleft on their 
murderous assignments. . . 



ILL WIPE OUT 
ALL THOSE WHO 
OPPOSE MY 
PLANS TO 
IMPROVE THE 
WORLD/ 



HOW CAN I STOP HIM? 
WAIT. ..I HAVE SEEN 
IM STEP CAREFULLY 
OVER THAT LOWER 
ARC OF FIRE. WILL IT 
STUN HIM AND 
RESTORE HIM TO HIS 
SENSES IF I PUSH 
HIM INTO IT? 







In DEATH AS IN 
LIFE.PHIUP 
SPAYNE DESTROYED 
WHATEVER HE 
TOUCHED... FOR 
HIS FAU DEMOL- 
ISHED THE WIRING 
HOOKUP THAT HAD 
LED HTM TO HIS 
FATE/ AND AS THE 
DOORWAY TO THE 
WORLD OF THE DEAD 
VANISHED. . . 




...SO, TOO, 
VANISHED 
THE HORDES 

oFGHOsnr 

CRIMINALS 
IN THE 
MIDST OF 
THEIR DEADLY 
TASKS/ 





A Hand of 



r 



J^TWj 



Mystery 



In the rites or the paris polks there can be fouw a 

CASE HISTORY OF A CRIME THAT OCCURRED OVER THIRTY 
YEARS AGO TO THIS PAY AM AURA OF THE SUPER DATURA L 

srn i Hams over i t in the home of a weal thy faml v, 

A MASQUERADE BALL HAS IN PROGRESS AS A SPURNED 
SUITOR OF- THE HOSTESS PLOTTED MANIACAL irm A DARK 
CORNER JEAN PILLOT WAS PLANNING MURDER 




Suddenly the hall was plunged into darkness, 
above the startled shouts of the guests came 
joua s anguished shrek f when the lights came 

ON AGAIN 




PlLLOT WAS CAPTURED, BUT WHEN THEY TRIED 
REMOVE HIS SATANIC MAKEUP . 



T-TME HORNS 
TMET VKK.L NOT 
OOME Off I 




Unable to remove the heinous features from 
mfs face, pillot became terror-stricken he 

vaol y from the hall and plunged out of a 
window four stories off the grodno . . 




Pilots body lamoebom a spiked femce 
amd he was mortally impaled 




Wneii THE 
authorities 
arrived they were 
astonished to find 
the figure of 

the devil 
hanging on a 
spike medical 
science could not 
explain the 
macabre transform 
matm3n that over- 
came jean pil lot/ 
the body was 
cremated and the 
case filed in 

THE ANNALS OF THg 
UNEKPLAINABLE. 



| THE CNQ j 



YOU LIED TO ME' THIS 
ISN'T THE FUTURE/ THESE 
ARE PRIMITIVE TIM6S' THOSE 
ANIMALS, THOSE MEN-THE 
BELONG TO THE STONE AGE 




THIS IS THE FUTURE, MAX 
RONISLAW.' THE FUTURE FIFTY 
THOUSAND YEARS HENCE.' THROUGH 1 
HIS OWN STUPIDITY, MAN DESTROYED 
GREAT WORKS HE HAO CREATE D, 
AND ALMOST-ALL OF HUMAN- 
KIND MC HAS COME FULL 
CYCLE, AND THIS IS HIS 
FATE : TO BEGIN 
ALL OVCR AGAIN/ 




Crom TIME IMMEMORIAL UAH 
1 HAS TRIED IN VAIN TO PIERCE 
THE 'JTURE BUT MAXBRON'SLAW, 
WORLD RENOWNED CYBERNETIC 
GENIUS.WOULD NOT ACCEPT DEFEAT. 
HE S T COD ON THE VERY BRINK Of 
DISCOVERY AND NOTHING ON EARTH 
OR IN HEAVEN WOULD FORCE HIM 
TO GIVE UP. YET, WHEN HE HAD 
BROKEN PAST THE 6REAT TIME 
BARRIER, HE WAS FILLED WITH 
LOATHING AND HORROR BUT IT WAS 
FATED THAT THERE WOULD BE NO 
TURNING BACK, FOR HE HAO SEEN 
THE FUTURE THROUGH 

THE CRYSTAL HELL. 




Max's pass was too skat to 
stop... 



NO, YOU MUSTN'T/ 
NOBODY CAN REBUILD 
THEM.' YOU'RE PUTTING 
SCIENCE BACK 
TWENTY YEARS/ 



THAT'S NOT 
MY CON- 
CERN/SCI- 
ENCE WILL 
r-ET ALONG 
WITHOUT 
THEM/ DON'T 
TRY TO STOP 
ME/ 




Not until evept machine 

HAD BEEN PES T If Of ED DID MAX 
LEAVE THE LA0OPATOPT POP 
HIS HOME... 



HOW STUPID I WAS TO ATTEMPT 
THE IMPOSSIBLE/ TO GLIMPSE 
THE FUTURE THROUGH A FORM- 
ULA. YET THERE MUST BE AN- 
OTHER WAY-NOT THROUGH AN 
EQUATION FIT ONLY FOR THE 



SuDOENLT AS FLAMES CAUSHT THE 
PAPEP 



WHA...?THE FLAMES ARE SHOOTING RIGHT 
OUT OF THE FIREPLACE/ THE WHOLE 
ROOM WILL CATCH FIRE/ 




BiJT MAX WAS EVEN MOPE STAPTLED IT THE PL AMES' 
TPANSFOPMATION . . . 



WHO- WHAT 
ARE YOU? 



'HAVE HO FEAR.MAX BRONISLAW/ YES, YOU 
ARE WELL KNOWN TO ME/ IT WAS YOUR FORM 

i UL* WHICH SUMMONED NATAS FROM THE 
WORLD OF THE FLAMES TO PUT HIM COM- 
PLETELY IN YOUR POWER/ YOU MAY HAVE 
ANY WISH YOU WANT. 




YOU CERTAINLY LOOK ' 
LIKE AN UNEARTHLY 
CREATURE /TELL ME, 
ARE THERE NO RE- 
STRICTIONS? CAN I 
HAVE ANY WISH I 
WANT? IS THERE 
ANYTHING X MUST 
00 FOR YOU? 



'NOTHING/! AM HERE TO 
SERVE YOU .PROVIDED WHAT 
YOU CHOSE BRINGS FUL- 
FILLMENT. IF YOU OON'T 

, ACHJEVE HAPP. NESS, WELL.. 
THEN I'M RELEASEO AND 
YOU MUST DO AS t SAY/ 
DON'T RUSH/ THINK IT 

v OVER/ 



^%-. 






A SILENT WITNESS ASSESSED THE MORTAL DANCER 
BUT COULD NEITHER WARN NOR COUNSEL . . . 



tCArfT LOSE .'MY 
GHEATEST HAPPINESS 
LIES IN THE FUTURE/ 
IP NATAS GRANTS MY 
WISH, I'LL NEVER 
RE6RET IT/ YES.YES, 
I'LL 00 IT/ 



M 



THINK, WAX BRONISLAW/ 
NO MAN HAS BEEN 
AFFOROED SIGHT OF THE 
FUTURE/ THERE ARE GOOD 
REASONS FOR THIS' 



I HAVE DECIDED, NATAS, 
AND ACCEPT THE TERMS 

OF YOUR BARGAIN. I 
WANT TO SEE THE FUTURE 

...YES, THE PERFeCT 

BEAUTY OF THE FUTURE 



,y 




MY HEAD/ I'M 
BEGINNING TO GET 
DIZZY/ THE 
CRYSTAL 18 
GETTING LARGER 
D LARGER/ 




Throush THE ENVELOPES 
MIST MAX SAW THE MURKY 
OUTLINES OF A NEW WORLD. . . 





After long study, measurement and 
contemplation... 



THIS ONE STANDS OUT 
IN ALL RESPECTS' I CHOOSE 
HER, FOR SHE EXEMPLIFIES 
PERFECT BEAUTY/^ 

' WE SHALL HOLD A 
PUBLIC CEREMONY/ 




So MAX WASH AIMED /V THE YEA* 
JMO TO THE PERFECT BEAUTY, MISS 
UNIVERSE. 



SO BY THE POWERS OF 
THE WORLD STATE INVESTED! 
IN ME. 1 PRONOUNCE YOU J^RAY/" 

MAN AND WIFE/ J 7 HURRAH.' 

HURRAH/ 



Several days later, max 
began to learn that beauty 
was only skin deep . . . 



00 YOU CALL YOURSELF THE 
IDEAL WIFE FOR A GREAT SCIENTIST?! 
THERE ISN'T A SINGLE THING t 
CAN SPEAK TO YOU ABOUT. A WEEK 
HAS PASSED AND 1 HAVEN'T GOTTEN 
A SINGLE THOUGHT OUT OF THAT 
BIRO BRAIN OF YOURS 




ANO AS THE WOPOS OF DISCONTENT AND 
BITTERNESS LEFT HIS LIPS . 





NATAS' YOU TRICKED 
ME.../ IT WAS A HOAX 
A MIRAGE' 



NO.YOUDECEIVEO 
YOURSELF/ YOU 
SHOULD HAVE KNOWN 
THAT PERFECTION DOES 
NOT EXIST IN NATURE/ 
PERFECf\BEAUTY IS MAN- 
MADE/ 



A CHOICE AS "^ 
STUPID AS THE 
FIRST ONE/THE 
CARDS OF THE 
EVIL ONE ARE 
MARKED^ANDONLY 
HE CAN WIN' 





Asain the centuries sped arm a 

SWIRLING HIST AND AS THE HAZE SLOWLY 
CLEARED . . . 



YOUR WISH IS GRANTED/ COMMANDER 
BRONtSLAW, YOU ARE IN GARRISON B, ON 
GUAM, DEFENSE CENTER OF THE PACIFIC. 
THE YEAR IS 5731. 




One arete, ws staff turned, until max under- 
stood THE NATURE OF HIS HOLLOW VICTORr 



AAAARRRH . ,'MECH- 
THEONLY \ ANISMS NOT MEN/ THEN 
ONES LEFT, / I'M DOOMED TO LIVE 
SIR? ^^/ OUT MY LIFE WITH 
WITH MACHINE S/I'M 
CAUGHT LIKE A RAT IN A 
THAP/ NO, NO I'D RATHER 
DIE/ 




The FUTURE HAD COME FULL CYCLE AND MERGED 
WITH THE PAST WHAT WAS LEFT OF MAN WAS . 

BEGINNIHG THE LONG CLIMB TO CIVILIZATION A6AIN 



COME, THIS ISA 
FRESH TRACK' WE 
L WILL SOON HAVE 
MEAT/ 



SEE, I TELL YOU, THE RE IS A 
, DEVIL IN HIM/ WHY CAN HE 

ALWAYS FIND MEAT WHEN^ 
WE CAN'T/ 



It was max's fully developed brain that max him 
more than a match for ferocjous beasts. . 





WHYOION'T we think 
OF THAT/ ALONE, HE HAS 
KILLED ENOUGH MEAT 
FOR OUR WHOLE TRIBE.' 



HE MUST BE THE SON OF THE 
FOREST DEMON/WE MUST 
BE CARE FUL OR HE W ILL Kl LL 
LIKE THAT WILD BEAST/ 



SUSPICION HUNS ON CACH 
MIRACLE MAX ACCOMPLISHED. AS 
THC PRIMITIVE BROUP PLODDED 
HOME THROWN THE SNOW STORM 



IT IS THIS WAY 
TO THE CAVE/ I 
REMEMBER THOSE 
TREES ANO 
MARKERS HURRY, 
BEFORE WE 
FREEZE/ 



onlya demon 
could lead 

us through 
this storm. i 

told you when 
this stranger 

came he was 
evil/ 




Once in their cave.maxs 
strange behavior was 
watched with open hostility. 



WE DON'T 
HAVE TO BE 
COLD/ A 

FIRE WILL 
SOON WARM 

THE CAVE/ 



FIRE?HE SPEAKS 
A DIFFERENT 
, TONGUE/WATCH 
WHAT HE DOES/ 
HE STRIKES 
ROCKS TOGETHER. 
YES THC WORK 
OF DEMONS/ 




THERE IS 
NOTHING TO 
BE AFRAID 
OF/ COME 
HERE/ THE 
FIRE WILL 
WARM YOUR 
BONES/ 




I So LUCE MANY MEN IN ADVANCE OF THEIR PARTICULAR 
£■, MAX BECAME A MARTYR. . . 





AsAIN TIME WAS BRIDGED AND MAX RETURNED TO 
THE WORLD OF THE PRESENT. . . 



TOO LATE.BRONISLAW.'YOU 
WILLED THE AGREEMENT 

•HO SIGNED If IN BLOOD' 
I CANNOT CANCEL A LINE. 

LOOK UPON ME AND LEARN 
YOUR FATE/ 




NATAS/NO.NO/ 


[COME.THERE 


I MIGHT HAVE KNOWN 


I IS NO ESCAPE' 


IT WAS SATAN, THE J 


. THEBARGAIH 


OVERLOROOFEVIL/ J 


FMUST BE KEPT/ 




A GREAT TASK 


WM 


AWAITS YOU, 


FOR ETERNITY, 


HA HA HA/ . 



SAVE ME/ 1 


TBRONISLAW ^ 


SAVE ME/ J 


PURCHASED HIS 1 


1 BURN/ 


t OWN NICHE IN 1 


E E E E Y Y A A A / 


| HELL.' LET US >fl 




.SEE WHAT Y}J 




¥ DESTINY J J 




[awaits him/ Ja 



^ 



KJJ8$! 



Master technician.poenius.p 
yet a simple j/b saw eludes 
him. max will never fit the 
pieces tocether. . . 



HE REJECTED HIS OWN 

WORLD WHICH MIGHT HAVE 

BROUGHT HIM HAPPINESS 

FOR ONE WHERE THE^E IS 

NOTHING BUT ETERNAL 

AGONY AND PAIN' 



JN 



l£& 




THE GRENOBLE CURSE 



It was a long, wide marble staircase, befitting a 
great ch'ateau, and though across its steps had trod 
many historic events, it had never until now btcn 
the direct cause of death. Now the Comte de Gre- 
noble lay at its foot, his body bint and twisted, 
blood streaming from a great gash in hfs head. But 
when his young wile Denise, screaming to rouse 
the servants, rushed down to where she had pushed 
him. the last of life had not yet fled his body. 

"You — you shouldn't have done it. Denise," he 
groaned. "1 am old ... my time would soon have 
come. You could have waited.'' His jaw sagged, 
and she thought he had breathed his last. But with 
effort he opened his eyes; his voice was a strangled 
whisper. "Now the curse is upon you," he said. 
"Now you will suffer the Grenoble Curse.'" 

"Fool!'' she spat at him. "Old two-horned fool! 
I'm glad I did it!" 

But the Comte de Grenoble could not hear. 

He was buried with ceremony in the family 
Crypt, the young and beautiful Denise put on wid- 
ow's black, and she retired to her chambers, re- 
fusing to come cut, even for meals. "How hard 
she takes it." everybody whispered, but in her 
rooms the Comtesse paced back and forth "restlessly. 
Seven days after the Comte had died, she could 
stand it no longer. 

"Marcel," she.said to the butler when he brought 
in her morning coffee, "distribute this money to 
all the sen-ants and have everybody out by noon. 
I am closing the chateau today. My grief is too 
great here where my happiness was." 

And at noon, when the door closed behind Mar- 
cel, the last to go. Denise took off her widow's 
weeds, dressed herself in a sprightly Jacques Fath 
traveling suit, and hung a colored handkerchief in 
her bedroom window. 

The night was as dark as she'd hoped it would 
be. but she waited impatiently. At ten o'clock a 
car, its headlights dimmed, drove up the graveled 
drive, and Denise ran quickly downstairs and threw 
wide the door. 

"1 thought you'd never come," she said, lifting 
her mouth for a kiss. 

"Fortunately, a dark night," the man said. "No 
one will see us go." 

At his words, she turned her head quickly, offer- 
ing only her cheek. "I hope I have not made a 
mistake in you," she said. She measured him coolly. 



"Remy Freneau," she said, as if itemizing a bill of 
accounts, "gentleman, handsome as the devil . . . 
but destitute! And cautious as a lamb. Don't you 
know, you handsome idiot, there isn't a soul within 
half a mile?" 
^ She led him upstairs to her chambers, pointed to 
the four suitcases packed and ready. 

"Do you have . . . ereiyibiug}" he said. 
"Everything," she smiled. "Every sapphire, em- 
erald, diamond. Every bracelet, ring, necklace. 
Every valuable paper, deed, stock. We shall go to 
Paris and every night drink a toast to the Grenoble 
wealth — and every night jeer at his curse." 
"Curse?" said Remy, blanching. 
This is the twentieth century, idiot," Denise 
said. "The old goat had to have his dying joke. 
Now take the bags." 

He bent, grasped with each hand a bag — and 
stopped suddenly. "What's that?" he whispered. 
"I thought the servants were all gone." He bit his 
lip. "Again. Someone laughing . . . across, the hall." 
"It's only our imaginations working overtime. 
. Come, I will show you."' But before she opened the 
door across the hall, she turned. "Remember," she 
whispered, "I did the deed. But your hand urged 
mine." And she opened the door to the Comte's 
chambers. 

"See," she said. "Nobody here. Besides, voices 
in the night cannot harm us." 

"Wait!" His hand fell on her arm. "I thought 
you took all the jewels." 

"1 combed every inch of this — " She stopped 
as her eye fell to where he pointed. A book, a 
heavy Morocco-bound tome, yellow with age, sat 
on the Comte's desk. On its cover gleamed a cluster 
of rubies and emeralds. "This — " she breathed, 
this wasn't here an hour ago. I swear it." 
His voice was harsh. ' Then lets go." 
"No! Ivkillcd for this! I won't let hallucinations 
or a magician's trickery stop me now!" she strode 
to the desk, tried to dislodge the jewels from the 
book. 'They won't budge," she said, and with a 
frantic pull tore off the cover. 

"We can put it in the suitcase. Remy. It will lie 
flat. Come — what . . . what is it?" 

"Look," he said, and put his handkerchief to his 
forehead. "Read." 

She stood by his side and they read together the 
words on the flyleaf page opposite the torn cover: 



Whoever brings harm to the Grenoble heir 
Will worse than ike victim filially fare. 
And after he lies in his grate.a week, 
He'll return from the grave, vengeance to 

wreak. 
For Grenoble blood, when shed in the land, 
Will not wash off the killer hand. 

"Wonderful!'" Denise murmured. "Mdre jewels 
—more riches !" 

"What are you talking about?" Remy's voice 
was hoarse. ' We should get out . . . The curse!" 

"Every old family has legends,'' she said, press- 
ing his arm. It's nothing. Seven hundred years 
ago, the hrst Comte de Grenoble befriended an 
itinerant sorcerer — hid him from the enraged 
townspeople. And he repaid with stupid doggerel. 
Every old family has these tales. The old goat of a 
Comte told me about it on our wedding day. That's 
nothing — but this . . .!" She pointed to the crude 
diagram below the curse. "Do you know what this 
is?" She flipped the page, scanned the lines hur- 
riedly. "An inventory!" she breathed. "Enough 
jewels for a king's ransom. And the diagram — 
that's the vault' I have never been below — but (he 
diagram is clear. Clear enough for a child." 

But Rciny stood tense. I say we depart — now. 
We have enough now. » 

Denisc's eyes were shining. "One never has 
enough of jewels, darling." She took his hand. "Do 
you know what this means, Remy? Can you con- 
ceive of such riches? All there in the vault — for 
us!" 

"You will destroy us," Remy said. "Your greed 
will be our undoing!" 

"Now you're being silly, Remy. And I don't like 
you to be silly. To plan death — and to be afraid 
of a sorcerer's verse, seven hundred years old. That 
is being very silly, Remy/' She tore out the page 
with the diagram. "Come, we shall go down to the 
vault." 

Muttering under his breath, Remy followed her. 
"Take candles, dear," she said. 

He found candles, and when they reached "the 
cellar door he lighted them, for belowstairs there 
was no wiring for bulbs. He held the candles high 
as they walked down the stone steps, their heels 
clanking on the ancient masonry. The stone walls 
were damp; the entire belowground had the fetid, 
musty smell of cold, sealed earth and stonew r orks 
that have not known sunlight or clear air for ages. 
Remy shuddered. 

"I wish we were out of here," he said. 

"Soon, darling, soon. And rich as moguls." 

The light flickered. The sound of Remy's heels 
stopped. 

"Over here, dear,"" she said. "That grilled door 



there. Yes — that's it!" She turned when there was 
no sound. She saw Remy standing stiffly, his head 
btnt, peering at his palms. Her voice suddenly 
touched a note of clamor. "What is it?" She came 
back to him. "What is it, Remy?" 

Relief crossed his features. "N-nothing. Only for 
• a moment I thought-r-" 

"Thought what, Remy?" 

"The — the curse. Blood on the hand." 

She smiled. "Now you see. It's all nonsense, u 
I said." 

Again they went forward. They stopped before 
the grilled door. There were no keys, but it opened 
to their touch. Their breathing became sharp. 

"There," she said. "The fourth stone block. It 
comes out." 

She held the candles while he tugged. The stone 
was clammy, but loose, and when it came out the 
stones next above and on either side of it Were 
dislodged also. Within the wall was a deep vault, 
and within the vault a metal box. He reached for it. 
"Don't stop now," she said. "You can't — What 
is it, Remy?" 

"The — the voice. I thought — " 

"You're mad," she said. But her eyes were wide. 

He pulled out the box and it opened and within 
lay a tyrant's dream. Denise uttered a moan and 
clipped her hands, and jewels cascaded through her 
hngers like multi-colored bubbles. 'A continent!" 
she gasped. "A world — a world of jewels! Oh, 
Remy!" 

Then suddenly, with a deep sigh, her body stiff- 
ened. There was no ignoring the sound now. A soft 
bemused cackle of laughter. And something that 
sounded like a clinking of hard metal piti.es. Coins 
or perhaps keys. 

"Remy!" It burst out of her in a shriek. 

They turned toward each other, clasped hard. 
There could be no doubt. The chuckling was eerie 
in the dank gloom. And again there was the tink- 
ling, the clinking of — Suddenly, as if on a com- 
mon impulse, they rushed for the grilled door. But 
'it would not open. It was as if a force held it on 
the other side. And as Denise and Remy pushed, 
sweating, the clinking of keys sounded again — and 
then the harsh, grating sound as of a lock being 
turned. Remy banged furiously at the grill and 
after a .while he began to yell. But Denise said 
tonelessely, "Not a soul within half a mile!" 

And they looked at each other, and at the door 
through which they could not pass, and, in the 
waning light of the candles, their eyes turned 
simultaneously to their hands, on which a blight 
red stain was slowling beginning to spread . . . 
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I AM 0UKE*MALVO, UNCLE TO THIS 
ROTTEN LINE, WHICH IN DEATH I VOWED 
TO DESTROY/ THE GRAVE CANNOT HOLD 
ME UNTIL THE LAST TURING'S BLOOO 
IS SPILLED/ 



INHUMAN FlEND, WHY 
HAVE YOU DESTROYED 
MY QREAT ARMS COL- 
LECTION^ WHO ARE YOU 
WHO DARES TEST THE 
ROWERS OF THE HOUSE 
Or TORINO? 



IT WAS RIGHT AFTER THE FIRST WOULD WAR 
WHEN THE FIRST CURE EVENTS OCCURRED 
WHICH ROCKED THE HOUSE OF TORINO. . . 



DOWN WITH THE TURINOS, THE BLOOD SUCKERS/ 
THE ROTTEN PROFITEERS /PAY FOR OUR 
NJURIES.YOU SABOTEURS/ TRAITORS/ 




V x I 






The enrased ex- soldiers, maweo »y 
faults turino weapons, had cove 

SEE KIN t IMOEUNiTiES, BV T INS TEA 0, RECf 



THERE'S THAT DEVIL 
HIMSELF, COUNT LUIGI/ 
HE'S RESPONSIBLE FOR 
OUR INJURIES/ TEAR 
HIM APART/ 



BACK, YOU SWINE/ 
DRIVE THEM OUT OF 
THE VILLA, SUARDS/| 
SHOOT TO KILL IF 
NECESSARY/ 




Whcn the mob had KEBomveN off. 



■ 



BUT FATHER, OONT 
YOU HAVE PITY FOR THOSE 
PEOPLE? HOW CAN THEY 
WORK AND SUPPORT A 
FAMILY? 



FATHER, IS IT^B [J / NO MORTAL 

TRUE* WERE ^Wm KNOWS THE 

THESE WEAPONS T IT COULO "T FUTURE/ MAN 
WE MADE ^0 NOT BE 1 MAKES BUT 
REALLY FhELPED/ THE I. KNOWS NOT 
FAULTY? A MATERIALS WERt ) HIS FATE/ 
BAD/ BUT IT WAS 
WAR/ A FEW MORE OR LESS KILLED 
DON'T MATTER/ WHAT OOES MATTER IS THE 
GREAT HOUSE Of TURINO/ AND YOU, MY SON, 
SHALL SOME OAY BE IT'S MASTER/ 





I 



As THE DUST SETTLED, COUNT LUICI STOOD TRANSFIXED, EON HE ALONE SAW THE VISION. . . 




While the count lay in a coma. 



I KNOW THATARTURO WAS WORKING 
DOWN HERE/ WE MUST CLEAR THIS 
WHOLE DUNGEON, CARLO/ 



As ThERvSSlE HAS ClFaREO AWAf 



AAAAH, MY BONES ARE WEARY 
FROM LYING HERE ALL THOSE 

CENTURIES' WHERE IS THE COUNT/ 
BRING HIM HERE AT ONCE/ 



_EE E E/ BY MY SOUL.THE 
11 IRON MAN MOVES/ 

HE SPEAKS/ CARLO RUN FOR 
YOUR LIFE/ 




By THIS TIME, THE COUNT MAO 
RECOVEDED SUFFICIENTLY TO 
SNEER AT THE WILD STONY . . 




ANO HOW 00 YOU ^ 


. UMMM ./IT IS SIMPLE' 




EXPLAIN THE FRESH 


J ONE OF YOU MUST 




BLOOD ON HIS CHEST, 


/ HAVE CUT HIMSELF/ 




YOUR EXCELLENCY?^ 


THERE IS NO OTHER 
REASON. THIS SUIT OF 
ARMOR IS SEVEN HUN- 
DRED YEARS OLD/ 
LOAO IT INTO MY CAR 
AND TAKE IT TO THE 






v^^ MUSEUM' ^^gH 




IkSsL* QmwL 
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In THE MUSEUM WORKSHOP SEVERAL HOURS LATER. WHEN 




THE ARMOR WAS UNFASTENED . . . 

«^^^ 




1 SHOULD SAY, YOUR l| 


8URY HIM IN OUR OWN CEMETERY 




EXCELLENCY, THAT THIS ' 


HE MAY BE ONE OF MY OWN 




IS THE VERY EARLIEST 


ANCESTORS' ANO I WANT THAT 




ARMOR MADE BY YOUR J 


SUIT OF ARMOR CLEANED, 




ANCESTORS. A RARE > 


> POLISHED ANO PLACED IN THE 




FIND/ WHAT SHALL WE 


V MUSEUM TOMORROW/ ^ 


DO WITH THE BONY ONE' . 


^■fe^p. -^M 


~~ s £^^Qk 
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MiiR. ■* \JflwsF m 
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The fOL lowing day when the 

COUNT MADE HIS INSPECTION TOUR... 



A AH, THERE IT IS/ THEY WORKED ALL 
NIGHT TO PUT IT IN SHAPE. . J MY 
EYES ARE WEAK-I MUST 6ET 
CLOSER/ 






SuDOENLr, AS THE COUNT HALTED HIS PURSUIT 
> OUTSIDE THE MUSEUM... , 

NOW WHAT? IT SOUNDS LIKE A 
BATTLE IS TAKING PLACE IN THE 
MUSEUM / IF THOSE WRETCHES 
HAVE COMMITTED MORE -A 

SABOTAGE, I'LL — J 

jfoarf 



And running inside. . . 




^id 


f 5< i 






BY ALL THE SAINTS. ..MY MUSEUM 




IS BEING DESTROYED, BY THAT 






THAT CURSED SUIT OF ARMOR/ 






HALT, ENOUGH / FIEND OR £ 




r^* 


DEVIL, WHO ARE YOU/ j^£r 


mf^\ L^i 


w fflttl^fri 




fet * 


jfJ^Bpy •& 


^ 
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1 AM DUKE MALVO, THE UNCLE OF 
THE FIRST TURINO ARMORER... THE 
FIRST OF THE WHOLE MURDEROUS 
LINE, OF WHICH YOU SHALL BE THE 
LAST / DO YOU KNOW HOW IN THE 
DIM PAST YOUR BLOODY ANCESTOR 
SEIZED MY INHERITANCE? LISTEN/ 





It was The eve of 
st. cecilia's dat, 
twelve hundreo 
and forty sk. my 
nephew l0ren20 was 
finishing my suit of armor for 
the tournament... 

lorenzo,my nephewv' nothing 
will the armor ^j can pierce , 
withstand the /^this armor 
thrust of a / sire/ you shall' 
spear ? to- v^be invincible 
morrow i fight 
for my life in a 
tournament/ 




I WAS FIRST IN THE 
LISTS. MY OPPONENT 
WAS A DEADLY ENEMY 
FROM LOMBARDY. . . 



-"-"? 



And asi lay dying in m tent. 



HEAVEN CURSE 
YOU AND ALL 
YOUR KIND, 
LORENZO /YOU 
SHALL NOT ESCAPE f 
,EVEN IF I MUS 
ICTURN FROM THE 
TO REVENGE 




m 



VT NO FORCE WAS NECESSARY. . . 



IT'S INCREDIBLE /WE BURIED THE 
REMAINS OFTHE STRANGE KNIGHT 
AND HE RETURNED TO HIS SUIT OF 
ARMOR/ BUT HOW CAN A OEAD 
MAN...? MY MIND 
CANNOT FATHOM 1 I SAW THE 



When the count's orders were 
fulfilled. . . 



YES, AND TM 
STAGING A 
/TOURNAMENT ON 
'THIS VERY FIELD, 
JUST LIKE THEY 
OID IN MY 
' ANCESTORS' 
TIMES/ YOU, 
NELLO.WILL 
WEAR THE COLORS 
OFTHE HOUSE 




UN THE DAT OFTHE GREAT 
CELEBRATION. . , 




Frightened by his father's 
sham attack, hello relented. . 



YES, YES, I KNOW THERE'S NO 
DANGER / THE SPEARS ARE PAOOED/ 
BUT THE WHOLE THING IS STUPID / 

I DO IT ONLY 

TO MAKE YOU J HURRY, NELLO 
HAPPY/ /THE TRUMPET WILL 



THE ASSEMBLY CALL BLARED OUT 
TO ANNOUNCE THE BEGINNING Of 
THE TOURNAMENT. . . 




And deer within the nearby turino graveyard, 
a dead knight listened and responded . . . 



THE ASSEMBLY CALL / 
X MUST ANSWER IT AND 
K FULFILL MY DESTINY / 



The tournament went on. nello scored a vtcroRr 

AND WAS JU$T LEAVING THE FIELD, WHEN . . . 



COUNT LUIGI, LOOK/ 
THE FAR END OF THC 
FIEuD/ A STRANGE 
KNIGHT IS GALLOPING THIS WAY/ 
HE'S NOT IN THE LISTS/ 




R57 



HC OLD COUNT HURRIED TO THE LAD'S SIDE. 



NELLO/ NELLO/ MY 
SON/ SPEAK TO ME/ 



HE'S DEAD, YOUR 
EXCELLENCY/ THE 
SPEAR PIERCED HIS 




A T THE FAR END Of THE FIELD, THE STRANGE KNIGHT 
OUIETLY SUBMITTED TO CAPTURC... 



PULL THE MUROERER DOWN' 
TAKE HIS HELMET OFF/ 



LET ME THROUGH/ 
THIS OLD MANO WILL 
REVENGE MY SON/ I'LL 
HACK THE DOG TO BITS / 



THE HELMET'S 


\ B-BUT THE 
J KNIGHT WHO ' 




RUSTED WITH 




AGE... HARD ' 


| KILLED MY SON . 




TO REMOVE// 


' HIS ARMOR 




w i in "y 


GLEAMED? ?? 






QUICKLY, OFF WITH i 




H'S HELMET/ I 




^MUST KNOW/ A 


B*m 


■ ' '^* 
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wntimi. the name* •• be civ-n. If owned hy a -.arlnersh'p or '>ther nntncoroorate«l 
firm, lis name and aitdreas. as well as th.t «.f earh tndirl-lu.tl member mist be given. ■ A. A. Wyn. Inc. 2.1 West 47th St . New* 
York M If. Y.; A. A. Wm 2;i West t~ili .^r , New York 36. JH, T.J Rore Wyri. 23 West 47th St.. New York 3*. N. Y. 

3. Tli- known bondholders. mo rt ounces, and ether e*curlt<r*%C'ldt-r < BB or hold In 

of bonds, rnortcases. or other see.intles are: HI then None. 

4. Paragraphs 2 and 3 Include. In eases where the stockholder or sacurH? holder appears upon the booka of the com- 
pany as trustee or In anr other fiduciary relation, the n u -rK»raiion for whom such trustee is actio-:: also 
the «t demerits :n the two p.ir*eraphs show the affiant's full knowledge .in*! belief as to the circumstances and conditions undtr 
which stockholders ^r,d security i". utters who do not appear upon fie books of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities 
In a capacity other than thai t>f a bona f.de owner. e 

5 The average number of copies of each issue of thii publication sold or distributed, through the malls or otherwise, te 
":b*erib*r» durir* the 12 months pm-rdtnc the dat«- shown above was) I <Thii information Is required from daily, weekly. 
KOirwsekJy, and triweekly newspapers only.) Not Required. 

A. A. WTO 

* (Signature ol editor puliAsliar. business manager or iwoa"J 

8wor» to and subscribed btfurr m« thia HXtt day of sV-Ktmber. 1SS3 

ETTA HaRDT. Notarv Public. »Uts of New York 

Nu. 3t-l«?3t,Vi. Cosraiplasiun Expires March 3o. leftfl. 
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"OuA Semes "FUN SHOP 




Tell Me What You Want 

Money For . . . '-f~ 
I'LL HELP YOU GET 
ALL YOU NEED! 



EASY TO EARN $50 TO $150 ANI 
MORE IN JUST YOUR SPARE TIME! 

What do YOU wane that money will buy? 
Whether it's new clothes, sporting equipment, 
household appliances, or anything else . . . just 
check the coupon. I'll show you how you can 
earn all the money you need, quickly and easily, 
taking orders for STUART Greeting Cards! 
And I'll send you everything you need to start 
earning right away. 

YOU DON'T NEED EXPERIENCE! 
It takes no special skill to sell a complete assort- 
ment of beautiful new Birthday and other Greet- 
ing Cards — a generous supply for year 'round use 
—Tor just $1.00. This exciting bargain really 
tells itself. All you do is show it to friends and 
neighbors and you keep up to HALF the price as 
your cash profit! Say you want anything that costs 
$50.00. Sell only 100 boxes and you've got the 
money! Folks will also want our exciting new 
Gift Items, Stationery, Gift Wrappings and the 
other fast-sellers in our big line. They help you 
earn still more easy money! 

GET MONEY-MAKING KIT ON FREE TRIAL! 

See for yourself how easy it is to get the money 
for anything you want. Check the coupon and 
mail it now. I'll send you a complete kit of 
samples including fast-selling assortments on 
FREE TRIAL and full facts on Iiow to reach your 
goal fast. Don't delay. Act TODAY! 




t. B.J. STUART 

■reildenl of Stuart Gre stings, 

Hal Helped Thousands Make 

Coed Money! 




SEE HO 



WW ymi OTH«S HAV. DON*. 

~, end most die mica 
Th.s H *• *"'"'' for Scout C.O.P. 
wer •<* -» ™ " e ', Tend .-*»*»• 
Chris.m.s P r "'p|.. m*Yirh 
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STUART GREETINGS, INC. 

335 W. Randolph St., Dept.eJ/ , Chicago 6, III. 



RUSH COUPON FOR FREE TRIAL KIT! 



Mr. 8. 1. Stuart, STUART GREETINGS 
I 335 W. Randolph Si., Dopl. UJ . Chicago 6, III. 

Dear Mr. Stuart: I've checked off what I wanl money for- 

j CD Spotting Please rush full facts on how to make me 

Equipment money, and sample kit of assortments ON 

| D New Clothes ™EE TRIAL 

| QTeam No(B . 

| Uniform! 

| Q Electric Address 

| T.a.te. Ory * Zon. Stat. 

! tSSt "' ' o ' ° ch,<> ' 8iv, *** Bam * b * k "*- ) 

I □ • 



